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BRUCE\S  ADDRESS. 


Neak  Bannockhurn  Kin^  Etlward  Iaj, 
Ti  e  Sc  /t«  they  vv^re  not  fnr  away; 
Each  eye  hent  on        break  ot  day, 
Giinmf'iinir  frae  the  cast. 

At  last  the  ^{\n  shone  o'er  the  heatfu 
which  liiihted  up  the  field  of  death  ! 
While  Hriicc,  With  soul-it^piring  breatli 
His  heroes  thus  a(klre?^s'd: 

Scots,  vvha  hri*e  wi'  Wfiilace  bled; 
Scots,  wham  BruCc  has  aften  led; 
Wetcoi!\e  to  your  j^ory  bed, 
Or  to  victory! 

N«w's  the  dnv,  an'  row's  the  hour^ 
See  the  fVoiit  of  battle  lour; 
See  apprf  ach  proud  Ed  ward's  |>ow^r — - 
Chains  Hfid  sL? very  1 

• 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave/ 
Wha  am  fill  a  coward's  i^rave? 
Wiaa  ^nii  baj^e  as  be  a  slave? 
Gowar  I !  turn  an^  flee! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  an*  law, 
Fredofi>'s  i^wrrd  will  strongly  drav? 
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Fremaii  f^laiid  or  freman  fj<7 
Caledonian  !  on  wi' nic! 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pjiin^; 
By  }'>tsr  -^ons  in  se^'viie  <ib airiN; 
VVe  will  lirain  our  dc<ne-?  veins, 
But  they  shall  be  tVt 

Lay  the  pr«)U(l  usurpers  Km  ! 
Tyrants  fail  in  ev'ry  foe! 
Liberty's  in  every  Ixiow! 
L^t      do  or  die!" 

Now  fury  kindled  every  eye, 
Forward,  forward,  wa?.  the  cry| 
Forward,  Scot!an<l  do  or  die! 

And  Where's  the  knave  shall  tumf 

At  last  they  all  ran  to  the  fray, 
Vt^hich  j^ave  to  Scotland  liberty! 
And  !ang  did  Edward  rue  the  day 
He  cam  t^  Bonnockburn. 


MY  LOVE  IS  LIKE  A  RED,  RED  ROmx 

O,  UY  love  is  like  a  red,  red  rose. 
That's  newlr  sprung  in  June: 

0,  roy  love  is  like  the  mcbity, 
That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 


As  fair  art  tbi  u,  wiy  bonnie  lass. 

So  deep  io  love  am  I; 
And  I  will  love  the  still,  my  dear, 

Tho'  a*  the  seas  jjang  dry, 
Tho*  a'  the  sea?,  &c. 

Tii!  a'  the  seas  gang  dry^  my  dear. 
And  the  rocks  jtnelt  wi,  the  sun; 

And  I  will  lave  ihe  still,  my  dear. 
While  the  &ands  q{  life  ^hall  run 

But  fiire  the  well,  my  only  love! 

And  fare  the  well  a->%hile! 
And  I  will  rume  again,  my  love, 

TIm>V  *twere  ten  timusaiul  mile. 
Th(/  'twere,  &c. 


THE  PLOUGHMAN. 


Thk  Ploughman  wakes  from  traiysient 
And  l>Iythc  renews  his  uj^^eful  tod: 
He  sin<>s,  to  cheer  his  patient  team, 
Jl«  they  unwearied  turn  the  soiL 

His  song  is  ani*wcred  from  yon  tree, 
By  blackoird's  note  or  nieliow  thrush 
And  spu^hily  linnets>iny  with  glee, 
Jm  flowr'y  glen  and  hawthorn  bush. 
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Hit  health  is  0oui)d,  his  heart  h  gay. 
He  neither  envies  lords  nov  kin^s; 
The  chearful  day  glides  f^wUt  away, 
thus  he  labours  and  he  ^ings. 

Ht  tnuffs  the  fraaiaiH  gale  of  morn, 
While  Piioebus  lifts  his  fervent  eye; 
Xll  nature  wt'lcome^  his  return, 
Hii  brightened  bhae  illume*  the  sky. 

Hie  Plou^^htium,  happy  in  his  lot, 
Arpbiiit>n  never  lempts  hi»  view; 
You,  who  bave  c»>nt«  r»i  forgot, 

Qpme  leas  t'     turn  that  fioulb  the  plougtl. 

UOBIN  ADA  lit 

Whai'6  this  dull  town  to  nie? 

Kobin\s  not  near : 
Whar  wasn't  I  wishM  to  see? 

What  wishM  to  hear? 
V'here'if  all  ibejoy  and  ti/irth, 
M  ^de  ibis  town  a  hea\eu  on  earth? 
Oh  !  the) 're  all  fled  %viib  thee, 

Robin  Adair. 

What  aiade  ihc  as^enibly  f^hine? 

Kobin;  Adaiiv.., 
Wbat  made  the  ball  »o  fiiie? 

Rubin  was  there: 
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What  when  the  play  was  i/er,  J 
What  iiinde  my  heart  so  sore? 
Oh!  it  wnn  pnmiii^  with 
Robin  Adair. 

But  rcvw  thou'rt  cold  to  me 

'  H<  bin  Adnir, 
Bvit  lur^^'  ihoii'rt  cohl  to  u\& 

'Robin  A<!air: 
Yet  h\tn  I  lov'd  se  ueM, 
Si\U  in  a\y  lieart  sh-al!  dwell; 
Oh  I  1  cnii  ne*er  forget 
Robin  Adair. 

AWAY  WITH  THIS  SADNESS. 

Away  with  this  pouting  and  sadness- — 

Sweet  juirl!  will  \<>u  never  Mve  o'er? 
1  love  y(»u  by  heiiv<*fil  »b  triad ues>^, 

And  what  can  1  ^wear  to  yon  more?'' 
Believe  t*5t  ihli  old  women's  table, 

T'htU  are      *»hort  as  a  kiss; 

Vll  love  as  ioni>  as  I'm  able, 

Afjd  swear  lor  no  longer  than  this.. 

Then  waste  not  the  tinie  wuh  piofessio»«j 
For  not  to      btes^^d  when  we  eari 

Is  one      the  da-r^ke^^  tran^^jres^ious, 
That  hi^ppeh-tiriWt  womafi  and  ma»% 

^relty  moralist!  why  ihus  beginning 
My  innocent  wariuth  to  reprove? 
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Heaven  knows  that  I  never  !ovM  sinoiog—- 
Except  little  simiing^^i^  love! 

If  swcring,  however,  will  do  it, 

Come,  bring  me  the  Califi?<ier,  pray — 
1  vow,  by  that  lip,  Til  go  through  it, 

And  not  miss  a  Siiint  oh  my  way. 
The  anjjrels  sha^l  help  nie  tf>  whedle, 

ril  swear  upon  every  one 
That  e'er  d  incM  on  the  poir»t  of  a  neddte, 

Or  rode  on  a  beam  of  the  Kun! 

01  why  should  Plantonic  control,  lov«, 

Ench?4in  an  enioiion  so  free? 
Your  soul,  thou^^h  a  very  sweet  so ul^  .fete, 

Will  ne'er  be  s^ufficient  for  me. 
If  you  think,  by  this  cold^^e^s  and  scorning, 

To  seem  more  angelic  and  bright, 
'Be  an  angel,  my  love,  in  the  morning 

But,  oh!  be  a  woman  t^i-nightl 

CONVIVIAL  SONG. 

Am — Green  grow  the  rashes,  O. 

Gie  me  but  Highland  Whisky,  O, 
Gie  me  but  Highland  Whisky,  0| 
I  never  fash  my«eP  wi'  care, 
Gin  I  fet  routh  o*  whisky,  O* 
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}^  che^^rs  the  spirit,  warm^  the  biuid, 
A^f^d  niakft  us  skeigh  and  vauntic,  O, 

IC^e  very  look  o't  docs  me  guiti; 
The  thought  o^t  maks  me  canty^  O. 

O,  for  Hii^hldnd  Whisky,  O, 
O,  for  Hi^^hhind  Whisk3%  O, 
Friendly  it  crea\e%  and  soiithcrs  ttrifin 
Auld  Gilead^s  Balm  was  Whisky,  O- 

thh  life  IS  but  n  tiresome  road, 

Ta  gang  alane  is  eerif,  O; 
What,  when  we  meet  in  Friendship  tWMt^ 

But  Whisky,  maks  us  cheerie,  O. 

A  waught  o*  Highland  Whisky,  O, 
A  waught      Highland  Whisky,  Ot 
When  ower  Lifers  brae  we  baud  out  wm 
There's  oaethin^  cheers  like  WbUky^ 

Afd  sic  its  power,  it  maks  ane  brave, 
And  firm,  and  bauld,  and  frisky,  O; 

A$  fraught  gies  freedom  to  the  J»iave, 
And  Poorlitk's  drown'd  in  Wliisky,  O, 

JTust  routh  o*  Highland  Whisky,  0| 
/uvt  routh  o'  Highland  Whisky,  Oj 
rd  face  a  hunner  Deils  or  mae,       .  * 
Wed  prim'd  wi*  Highland  Whisky,  O. 


